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Qfootings. gontlo roodor • 0ddi0 kovsky

Greetings Gentle Reader!
Welcome back to the madhouse that Is St. 

John’s. As I sit down to write this I have 
Just finished reading reports about the events 
In this place called the ’‘real world.” (Did 
you know that the president In this real world, 
a young prince named Bush Jr., has inherited 
his father’s kingdom and now seeks to rekindle 
hostilities with his father’s arch-nemesls, an 
Arab prince, or something like that ... ) It’s 
easy to forget that we’re part of that world 
too, but for now I’m content to embrace the 
insanity that the pursuit of knowledge requires. 
We’ll be all the more prepared for the day that 
we are kicked out of these Insulated walls and 
forced to confront the real world. But until 
then, I think it would be appropriate to talk 
about the rules that govern this newspaper In 
this reality.

There has been some recent confusion about 
how the legal review works at the Moon, and why 
it is necessary at all. Basically, the admin-
istration wishes to make sure that this paper 
does not make any libelous claims that would 
put them In a difficult legal position. This 
is not as sinister as it sounds. Libel, 
although It varies from state to state. Is 
basically defined as Injury to reputation.
Libel laws require a news publication to uphold 
an ideal that should already be in place; That 
all stories be presented in a way that Is both 
fair and accurate. A few years ago this paper 
failed to live up to that standard, and the 
administration had to Intervene. This does not 
mean that the administration Is now dictating 
the content of this paper. Satire, opinions, 
unpopular speech, dirty poetry, and even rare 
moments of hard hitting news will all continue 
to be published in the Moon, completely uncen-
sored. We will not accept pieces that are 
Intended to be Insulting or contain remarks that 
are inessential to what Is being reported. If,

for example, you wish to comment on the way a 
particular office is run, do so without talking 
about the personal life of whoever runs the 
office. Doing so is not only libelous, but It 
undermines your credibility as a writer.

As for the actual act of submitting to the 
Moon, there needs to be some clarification there 
as well. Everyone Is welcome to submit, but 
like a cranky, old, bourgeois maid, we are very 
selective about how you get your documents into 
our hands. Make sure to Include your real name 
(we will not accept anonymous submissions) and 
which class you are in. We do not accept hard 
copies. They get lost, they have to be 
retyped, and they Just make us cranky. We used 
to accept submissions on disk, but until we 
find the gremlin who swiped the power supply to 
our floppy drive this summer (yes, we know who 
you are, and we were mortified by your MP3 col-
lection) we can’t take any disks. So for the 
time being that only leaves the email account 
<HOONTAGgsTUHAiL. sjcsp..EDU.>. Luddltes Can sign up 
for an email account with the school, and Its 
free tool Please, please, please give us your 
submissions in Rich Text Format (*.rtf)! Rich 
text is the only thing that preserves punctua-
tion, formatting, fonts, etc. That company from 
the northwest has rigged their software so that 
documents from your PCs aren’t always readable 
on our Macs, so if you want to be sure that 
your work gets to us intact. Rich Text Is the 
only way to go.

Finally, let me say that I too would like 
for the Moon to come out twice a month (yes, we 
did actually read the surveys, and thanks to 
everyone who responded), but there haven’t been 
enough submissions in the last year or so to 
Justify publishing more frequently. Unless sub-
missions pick up substantially, we’re just going 
to keep publishing a big Issue once a month.

Adieu,
Eddie Kovsky

The Deadline for the next issue is 10/14.
Please submit articles or literary work via our email <moontag(5'stumail.sjcsf.edu>.

Please format your file as a rich text file (.rtf) along with a typed, double-spaced, hard copy 
with the author’s name, class, and phone number. Hard copies without files as acceptable in 
some circumstances (the article better be good, buddy!). Artwork needs to be submitted as 
a hard copy in black and white, preferably on white paper, or as a {.tff| or (.eps) file. The 
Moon reserves the right to edit and reject any submission.
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In an article in last May’s issue of the 
Moon, Mr. Goldfarb challenged the community to 
think about what we are doing and how we repre-
sent ourselves. This is always a good idea. 
However he is convinced that we have, over 
time, come to be a different institution than 
perhaps originally Intended, one that now is 
confused about its mission, blinded by false 
(not salutary) ‘myths’ about our common enter-
prise.

He is concerned (Myth #1) that we do not do 
Justice to other liberal arts colleges by pre-
senting ourselves “as the only college to offer 
seminar style courses.” This is simply wrong. 
Better, we are “probably the only school which 
offers only seminar style classes.” If people 
are saying the former then they are misstating 
fact. On the other hand, it would be valuable 
to point out that what often happens at other 
institutions under the name of ‘seminar’ is 
something very different, often a question and 
answer opportunity directed to and through the 
professor.

Equally he is concerned that we disparage 
the virtues of lectures by branding them all 
‘bad’ (Myth #2) because they induce the habit 
of passivity in its hearers. While in general 
we do say this, and indeed all our classes are 
designed to make us active learners Invested in 
the activity of thinking through and evaluating 
thought, we do, we must remember, have lectures, 
Friday night and now sometimes Wednesdays, as an 
integral, if small, part of our program. And of 
them we do say that this provides another form 
of learning, though we do not want to make it 
the principal form of learning at the college. 
All of us recognize in our own personal histo-
ries, both from high school and college and 
university experience elsewhere that we have 
Indeed learned much from our professors and 
teachers. A “good lecturer” can “provide a model 
of what it means to devote years of one’s life 
to researching, studying and thinking,” we do 
not disagree. However, while at the college, now 
is the time for us to see how much we ourselves 
might learn about the books from the books 
themselves, from one another and ourselves. And 
if we go on to other places of higher educa-
tion, we will do so more secure in our own 
abilities and our sense of ourselves.

But it is with Myth #3 that he raises a 
very serious concern. He says that we say that 
at St. John’s we read the books “naively.” This

is a problematic way of putting our approach, I 
agree. For this can mean that we read the books 
unselfcrltlcally and only read them through the 
lenses of our prejudices and ignorance. His 
examples of the use of the word “brat” in 
Shakespeare’s Corlolanus and “Ingrate” in 
Milton’s Paradise Lost show well that we are 
not sufficiently reflective about what we mean 
when people speak this way, if Indeed they do. 
“Me’ve simply assimilated the ancient world to 
our modern notions, erasing many startling 
insights the ancients might offer us.” Moreover, 
“reading naively...can cover up a lot of laziness 
and ignorance.” Indeed, a naive reading of naive 
should early be put into question for us when 
we read Plato’s Republic. In Book VII, we are 
asked to imagine cave dwellers, chained to their 
seats, forced to look only one way, forward, 
unknowingly thinking that the image on the front 
wall is simply there and not the projection of 
the complex work of others “behind their backs.” 
If this teaches us nothing else it should be 
that we must be critical and self-reflexive 
about what appears before us. In this way we 
learn that there is no simple naive view of the 
world but that our views are the complex work 
of many factors. This then places on us the 
extended obligation to identify and disentangle 
all these exterior sources of meaning from “the 
thing Itself.” Looking at a text “naively” (bet-
ter “directly”), there should be plenty of room 
to wonder (and at times even be directed) about 
the odd sense of “brat” or “Ingrate” that is 
Intended by the author or that we Impose wrong- 
headedly on the text and then, turning our 
heads, to follow out one’s suspicions that the 
author may mean something very different than we 
first thought. In so doing scholarship is born 
in us.

Lastly, Mr. Goldfarb is concerned that we 
may be deluding ourselves when we speak about 
the uniqueness of the St. John’s community. He 
grants that it is “distinctive,” but is worried 
about the downside that may also come with all 
the members of the community reading the same 
books and thus able to talk with one another 
about the readings we have in common. This can 
provide an extraordinary and rare foundation of 
commonality and hence colleglality, to be sure. 
But it can also lead to a parochialness and 
narrowness of possibilities unbefitting the best 
traditions of the college. Of special note is 
Mr. G’s warning here. We can too easily =>

..2..
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During my career as a student at St. John’s 
I have felt a decided absence of community 
spirit. I find the administration’s focus this 
year on community a very welcome and needed 
change. That said, from my perspective as a 
student member of the community, the approach 
taken thusfar to address this problem seems one 
sided and ultimately Ineffectual.

The majority of us students are reckless, 
lazy, inconsiderate, and in general far more 
inclined to a life of immediate pleasure than 
one of discipline and virtue. We feign to 
address the big questions in class, but once 
through the classroom door forget the very 
things we discuss. The faculty and administra-
tion obviously see this problem, and are con-
cerned about it. So are many students.

How ought this problem be addressed? The 
answer is not, as some seem to believe, in 
reading more books, or thinking more about the 
big questions. Indeed, this might well be a 
cause of the problem. At this school we are 
very good when it comes to reading and thinking 
about ideas. We are not, however, very good at 
translating those ideas into action. When con-
fronted with a problem it is our natural incli-
nation to ask what our authors say about the 
problem, as opposed to asking what we can to 
about it.

We do not learn how to apply ideas in 
class. We cannot learn to apply Ideas in class. 
Class is a place for discussion and contempla-
tion, not for action. The question is there-
fore become how do we learn to apply these 
ideas. The answer is that we learn by seeing 
them applied.

1 spent my first two years in Annapolis. 
While there I spoke to several tutors about 
student-tutor interaction, and why there seemed 
to be surprisingly little of it. 1 viewed this 
as a problem. The majority of tutors that I 
spoke to, however, did not. Rather, they told

<= devolve into a very ordinary community 
“defining ourselves by our myths, half-truths, 
and self-justifications.” Here we all need to 
make the effort not Just to be different but to 
fulfill the higher expectations of the program. 
If we don’t, we shall become a very ordinary 
place indeed.

We are thus Indebted to Mr. Goldfarb for 
making us think about, and not take for grant-

me directly that they felt it was innaproprlate 
and demeaning for tutors to interact socially 
with students; tutors had to remain socially 
seperate from students in order to maintain the 
respect of the students.

This attitude does not seem as prevalent 
here in Santa Fe as it did in Annapolis. That 
said, I still do see a significant lack of stu-
dent-tutor- interaction. I see this as a signif-
icant falling on the part of the tutors, and 
point to it as a prominent cause of the current 
state of the student portion of the community.

We will learn to act by example. If freshmen 
come to the school and are thrown into a commu-
nity where the primary activity is sitting 
around drinking and smoking, they will generally 
learn to sit around drinking and smoking.

If you tutors view this as a problem it is 
up to you to fix it. I do not say that it 
should be this way, but that it Is this way.
You cannot fix this problem by telling us to 
change, or by turning your backs on us. You can 
only solve this problem by Involving yourselves 
in the student part of the community, and by 
setting a visible example of how you believe we 
ought to live.

Excepting a small handfull of tutors, mostly 
senior residents, I have never seen a tutor at 
a school dance, film, theatre production, or 
extra-curricular class. Tutors don’t even come 
to Nabla, the object of which is a coming 
together of students and tutors. These are all 
community events. If tutors exclude themselves 
from this community, they both give up their 
right to criticise it and preculde themselves 
from offering any productive assistance to it.

I have known some tutors who have been very 
Involved in student life; every student I have 
known who has had social interaction with tutors 
has seemed to benefit from it. Some tutors have 
invited groups of students to their houses for 
dinner or to watch movies. Some have contln=>

ed, this grand enterprise of ours. He challenges 
us and we need to respond thoughtfully: (1) to 
make our seminars real seminars engaging thought 
at its deepest levels, (2) to become as fully 
active and alive as learners as we can be, (3) 
to be open to the text directly and fully but 
also thoughtfully and critically, and k) to make 
this the genuine community of learners that St. 
John’s College is supposed to be.

..3--
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I’m sitting on the steps of Santa Fe Hall 
awaiting my interview with tutor-turned 
Assistant Dean Charles Fasanaro, when Glno 
Thomas walks into what was Basla Hiller’s office 
like he owns the place. Turns out, he does, in 
a non literal sort of way; he very helpfully 
Informs me that this is his office now, and the 
new Assistant Deans office is downstairs In ESL. 
“Well, that’s something I should put in the 
article,” I thought, until the other little 
voice In my head noted that there was a good 
chance the rest of the student body already 
knew that.

I walk Into Mr. Fasanaro’s office, where he 
Introduces himself and graciously offers coffee 
or tea, and over the course of the next forty- 
five minutes, soft-spoken and well-articulated 
answers to all the questions I had prepared. I 
ask first how he considers his relationship with 
students to have changed from when he was a 
tutor. He replies that he still considers 
himself a tutor, first and foremost, and then 
launches into a description of how the relation-
ships of tutors and students has become less 
open In the years he has been at St. John’s. He 
talks about how students used to line up after 
classes in order to Invite their tutors out to 
dinner or appetizers, and not Just for the pur-
pose of continuing the class discussion, but 
purely for the sake of getting to better know 
their tutors. He describes his plans to do 
everything in his power to return the college 
to “a more creative, healthier, and more civil 
community.” One such plan Involves stocking the 
upper and lower commons kitchens with spices, 
dishes, and cooking utensils, and putting a new 
microwave In lowers, so that students can cook, 
and perhaps Invite their tutors over for hors 
d’ouevres. Funds have already been allocated 
for this purpose, and It should happen within a 
week. (Mr. Fasanaro said nothing to this 
effect, but I would like to personally appeal 
to all students to respect this effort and the 
new supplies; please don’t destroy or permanent-

ly borrow them.)
He then describes coffee shop renovations 

enthusiastically, referring not only to appear-
ances but also to menu prices, which have 
already been lowered, and to extending the hours 
It Is open. There is a pause, and then, “...And 
doughballs! We’re going to add doughballs to 
the menu!” I express my ignorance, whereupon 
he Informs me that the doughball Is an 
Annapolis coffee shop staple that can be pur-
chased for 79 cents. From asking around, I’ve 
gathered that it’s a kind of monstrous bread- 
stick, but for further information, ask your 
favorite Annapoloid. He’s also excited about 
regular open mike nights In the coffee shop, 
and barbecues In the Uppers and Lowers court-
yards giving students, R As, and senior resi-
dents a chance to know each other. I notice a 
connection between a closer college community 
and a whole lot of food, but I have no objec-
tions! For those students over 21, NABLA will 
be happening on Friday afternoons, and for the 
rest of us, he Is planning tutor-student socials 
for Wednesday afternoons. However, he is 
extremely conscientious of tutors’ time, and 
talks about how important It Is for them to 
have time for their outside responsibilities and 
interests.

Eventually we return to my original question 
about his relationships with students. He says 
that for the most part it Is too early to say 
how they have changed since becoming Assistant 
Dean, but emphasizes, “I wouldn’t have taken 
this Job If it were solely a matter of slapping 
people on the wrists.” He doesn’t want to 
spend his time and energy being a disciplinari-
an, but rather to use his new position to pro-
mote a positive environment. He asks a few 
simple things of students; read the handbook, 
know the difference between public and private 
spaces, and be able to police yourself. I mean 
to ask him whether he sees his Job as protect-
ing the students or protecting the school; for 
example, how he feels about defending

<= ued exciting In-class discussions outside of 
class. Some have formed study groups or other 
extra-curricular classes. These are all excel-
lent ways for tutors to expose a wider band of 
the student portion of the community to produc-
tive social activity.

The most Important aspect of community

development Is that change cannot be effected 
without Involvement. It Is not enough for tutors 
to be willing to go to lunch with a student, or 
for the administration to put together new 
activities and programs. If you build it, they 
will not come-unless you let them know that it 
Is there and give them reason to want to come.

..A..



<= policies that students may dislike, but will 
keep the school running smoothly. He answers 
this without me even having to ask by telling 
me that courts are saying that colleges must be 
stricter in dealing with things like underage 
drinking and drug use, and that colleges are 
being told they must behave more like landlords. 
The college could easily be sued If the admin-
istration knew that underage drinking was occur-
ring on campus, and a minor was hurt or killed 
due to alcohol use. He points out that it Is 
in both the students’ and administration’s 
Interests that St. John’s not be sued, and that 
if students read the handbook and are able to 
supervise themselves, there is no conflict 
between the administration’s policies and stu-
dents’ wishes.

Somehow we return to talking about plans he 
has for this year. There are going to be two 
Town Hall Meetings this semester, one in October 
and the other in December. He also wonders 
aloud why we only ever have one or two activi-
ties for the weekends (a waltz party, a movie, 
etc). He would like to give students more of a 
choice of activities, and would like to see 
those activities starting earlier in the 
evening, like the Ptolomalc Waltz, which was 
from nine until one, rather than, say, eleven 
to three. By the way, if you want to throw a 
party, do it right; go to Mr. Fasanaro, talk to 
him, fill out the forms, and you’re done. It’s 
very simple, and I promise he won’t bite. 
Actually, the non-biting applies to anything you 
want to talk to him about. He repeats through-
out our whole conversation that students should 
Just go talk to him if they have a problem with 
anything.

I ask him why security changed. He replies 
that it happened over the summer, before he 
assumed his new position, and he doesn’t know 
all the reasons, but that for the most part, 
security was Just not responsive enough. For 
example, it often happened that a student would 
call security and get a voice mall message, and 
even when a live person was reached, at times 
it would take il5 minutes for someone to show 
up. Randy Harris was Just hired to fill the 
new position of Security and Safety Liaison 
Officer, and he is responsible for making sure 
the new security system is running smoothly.
Mr. Fasanaro tells me that Mr. Harris knows the 
St. John’s program and its particular stresses, 
and knows and likes the students, so if you

have any problems with security, address them to 
him. He also assures me that the new security 
guards are not going to be cracking down on new 
things. When I tell him that many students’ 
biggest problem with security is the fear that 
their car is going to be towed at any moment, 
he laughs and implies that he knows the feel-
ing! He tells me that St. John’s is looking 
into new parking lots for both students and 
faculty, and new chairs. Space for cars and 
butts? We’ll be spoiled.

“Ok, Mr. Fasanaro,” I say. “Put yourself in 
acting mode. I’m a student that Just came into 
your office because I’m in big trouble... I 
broke into the coffee shop and stole all the 
cookies! What do you say, and what’s your 
attitude toward me?”

He doesn’t hesitate. “Bring back the cook-
ies! And share them!” (Just because he’s not 
very good at acting mad does NOT give anyone 
permission to take cookies from the coffee shop, 
got it?) He then tells me that in all actuali-
ty, it would really depend on the case, but 
above all, he believes that being truthful and 
respectful is the best way to handle a situa-
tion like that. However, he adds that some-
times people have to be told to grow up.

I begin to realize that this interview has 
gone on way too long when four different people 
come knock on his door and Interrupt us, and so 
I decide it’s time to ask the “born, raised, 
and educated” questions. He was born and grew 
up in the Bronx, did undergraduate work in 
Manhattan and at Columbia University. He stud-
ied piano with a woman from Jullllard, and is 
currently working on Beethoven’s Appasslonata 
Sonata. He did some graduate work at the 
University of North Carolina, and has a Masters 
in Religious Studies and a Ph.D in Comparative 
Theology and Philosophy. He was a professor at 
the University of Colorado in Boulder, and 
taught Physics, Philosophy, and Writing, and 
started his St. John’s career in January of 
1991. When I ask if he is in the middle of any 
non-program books right now, he points to a 
book lying on the couch called Chrlst-The 
Eternal Tao, by Hleromonk Damascene, and says 
he’s also reading Eva Brann’s book on time. 
However, the best insight I can give into who 
our new Assistant Dean is, is to tell you what 
his screensaver says: “Present Moment; Wonderful 
Moment.” Cheers to that, Mr. Fasanaro, and 
best of luck on your new adventure.
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Eric Schaefer: Anyway, the basic stuff.
So, Where are you from?

Ms. Scally: I’ve been here for fourteen or
fifteen years, and before that I spent fourteen 
years in Quebec, Canada, and then prior to that, 
being a west coast girl, I was In San Francisco. 
For graduate school, though, I was out on the 
East Coast.

Schaefer: So what did you think of St.
John’s when you were a local?

Ms. Scally: I already had a connection to 
St. John’s. Do you know my last name?

Schaefer: Scally...Mr. Scally is a tutor here?
Ms. Scally: That’s right.
Schaefer: He wasn’t here the last two years; 

did he come back from sabbatical?
Ms. Scally: No. He will apply for one for 

next year, so he’s been here for the past li| 
years.

Schaefer: I Just never saw him.
Ms. Scally: So, I had a connection to St. 

John’s already, because of my connection to him.
Schaefer: I see. That’s the other question. 

How do you get a Job like this? Do you have to 
make a power grab?

Ms. Scally: [Laughs] Not at all. Three years 
ago, Diane Trudell-Martlnez was leaving. She 
had been at this post almost 15 years. She 
found me and asked me if I was at all interest-
ed about the work In this office. I came, I 
met with her and I realized the extent to which 
she really had held everything together.
Consider that four years ago, one person had 
done everything. Now they’ve gone through two 
Registrars, all of them having stayed not longer 
than a little less than two years for Ken 
Howarth, and barely a few months for Eugene 
Carson. In that time, an assistant to the 
Registrar has come on. They allowed for student 
assistants to come In on work-study, and yet 
It’s still a mammoth enterprise. So she was 
truly a miracle worker.

Schaefer: Rumor has It that she did It all 
In her head or on a chalk board. Do you do 
that?

Ms. Scally: [Laughs] Well, not quite yet. 
Although having the visual aspect helps a lot of 
people who are not particularly adept at being 
able to manipulate databases. You have to make 
the wor your own. I have a feeling that when 
Ken Howarth came In, he wanted to reshape It a 
little and make It his own while still following 
the procedures and the protocols that existed

here at the school. I think Eugene, unfortunate-
ly, was Just overwhelmed. He had absolutely no 
background with St. John’s. At least Ken Howarth 
had been a GI student here and was aware of the 
sort of ethic and culture of the school.

Schaefer: Have you done any Reglstrarlng 
before?

Ms. Scally: I did records management. In 
another post that I had here In town, but not 
as a registrar per se. It was mainly as an 
administrator or quasl-admlnistrator of the 
school, and as an admissions officer of that 
school.

Schaefer: Which school was It?
Ms. Scally: The Santa Fe Waldorf school.
Schaefer: Is that a college or a high 

school?
Ms. Scally: It’s an elementary through high 

school.
Schaefer: A lot of people have wondered how 

you put people In classes. They wonder If you 
do it out of a hat, or if the computer does It 
for you or If you do It yourself?

Ms. Scally: It was quite a challenge this 
year. What we needed were records of how the 
students had been arranged the previous year.
It was difficult to pull that information out so 
I would be able to say: “A student is not going 
to have these teachers because they already had 
them or they’re not going to be with these 
classmates.” The records on that were a bit 
scant. So you Just work with a lot of codes 
that I had to use In order to track things. 
Eventually, I Just placed students Into classes, 
but they were names, and would at one point have 
faces. I am slowly connecting the two.

Schaefer: So you’re In for the long haul.
Ms. Scally: I’d better be. Before I took 

the position I interviewed the other administra-
tive directors and administrative assistants and 
staff, trying to get a sense of what their 
expectations were. I was also fortunate that the 
school allowed the CARS database, the famous 
umbrella system for the school, to be installed 
In my home, as a display-only. That gave me 
another way to understand the workings of this 
particular office. Finally, the conversations I 
had with Raife Newman who had been holding the 
office together.

Schaefer: I recognized him every year.
Ms. Scally: He came in summer of 2001; since 

March of this year, he was the acting Registrar. 
He did not have an assistant, though he dld=>
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<= have pretty good student help. Still, he 
worked a miracle in being able to hold It all 
together and keep It going. A lot of the work 
I did before taking the position was to investi-
gate some of the files here, the database. I 
walked In with my eyes open, which 1 wonder if 
the last Registrar had done. To a certain 
point, I wonder If Ken had been able to do 
that. When I made my commitment it was not for 
a year, a year and a half, but for the long 
haul.

Schaefer: There’s one question, sort of an 
off the wall question. Rumor has It that In 
Annapolis, couples all ended up in core groups.
I had that happen to me, and I know that sever-
al other people had that happen. Does someone 
do that on purpose?

Ms. Scally: Well, remember that I don’t know 
anyone. So, no. People can ask for negative 
requests, usually you do not wish to be with a 
tutor, which Is something we try to do anyway, 
we try to mix up the tutors. You will also get 
students coming in and saying because of this 
relationship I have 1 think It would be best, 
if at all possible, that I not be in the same 
classes with this person.

Schaefer: I didn’t know that.
Ms. Scally: That can be considered to a cer-

tain extent, but if I have to put schedules 
together and people end up together, that’s the 
way It will be at the moment. 1 occasionally 
get requests like that, though 1 need to get 
them before the schedules are out. Not after.

Schaefer: Of course.
Ms. Scally: This isn’t a one man operation. 

Julia Romero Just came on about a few days ago;
I am so fortunate that she has Joined this 
effort. 26 applications came in for her posi-
tion. I interviewed 6 people. Amazingly, four 
of them came from reglstrarlal offices here in 
town, the community college, and the College of 
Santa Fe. In any team effort you have to have 
people who are carrying different capacities or 
different skills and I’m really hopeful that 
together, she and I in the long term will be 
able to really help the student, help the 
tutors, help the institution with this.

Schaefer: You mentioned that 26 people 
applied for her Job. Is the administrative 
office a really great place to work?

Ms. Scally: When I was interviewing the 
other directors, it was to get a sense of the 
feeling here. Is there a sense that we’re work-
ing together towards something or is it every

man for himself and every woman for herself? 
People have been really quite generous, quite 
welcoming. I hope that’s the dynamic of the 
school, even at this administrative level. I 
think I see it with the tutors and the students.

Schaefer: Can we go back to Quebec? What 
did you do there?

Ms. Scally: Quebec was a marvelous experi-
ence. It was so European, more so than the 
States. I was in the French speaking portion.
Hr. Scally and I went when we were very young, 
thinking it was going to be a 3-year experience. 
What we thought would be 3 years became 15. 
Quebec reminded me of cultural heritages from 
the Peruvian and Mexican sides of my family; 
there was a certain reserve, yet it was very 
welcoming; a pace slower than American life. It 
really made it worthwhile to create friendships.

I had been an artist in California, had 
maintained a studio, and had gallery contacts.
In Quebec I had to learn French before I could 
do anything but work in my own little studio.
I brought a different aesthetic, that was very 
west coast to an area where the work, was influ-
enced very heavily by the British and by the 
European contlnent-the kind of work I did and 
the way I worked the clay was seen as very dif-
ferent. I was asked to Join a very nice arts 
and crafts school there. It took me a year and 
a half before I could communicate with them. It 
took me another 6 months to be able to speak at 
the same time a thought came into my head. I 
then began teaching there, then the Quebec gov-
ernment, which supports the arts very generous-
ly, decided that they would open up an arts and 
crafts school, and I was asked to set up the 
entire ceramics area. I had a budget and 
records, I had teachers, I had meetings. I was 
an artist, I produced work for galleries, I ran 
a program, as well as being a teacher.

Schaefer: So do you do pottery or sculpture, 
or what exactly?

Ms. Scally: I don’t do it any longer, but I 
did mostly pottery pieces with some sculpture.

Schaefer: So what did you study in Grad 
school? Art?

Ms. Scally: I studied American history in 
graduate school. It’s important for me to think 
of place and time. Even when I moved to Santa 
Fe, one of the most important things I did was 
read voraciously about the area: geographically, 
recreatlonally, and historically. Every so 
often I do what I call my architectural tour for 
friends who are coming to town.
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There once was a man from Berlin 

who had not a hair on his chin.

His surname was Farln, with a bald head quite 

barren,

he rose up from the chair he was in.

His story he readily told, of a young man so 

brazen and bold, 

how he came to be 

here in Santa Pe 

so far from his original abode.

Having studied both literature and law, 

he’d found that it stuck in his craw.

He moved on to Ireland, in search of finer land 

and closer to the land of baseball.

The US, she drew him to her,

his arrival he could no longer defer.

After two years in Eire, he Jumped on the ferry 

and went to Indiana.

Attending Indiana University,

he met Johnnies of astounding diversity.

Their tales always rocked, and it knocked his 

socks off,

the idea of this college in Santa Fe.

Later on, at lU, he taught philosophy, 

the study of the relative viscosity 

of thoughts and ideas, 

and how they treat us.

This knowledge that we might be monsters.

It’s a disturbance, he said, 

one feels in books one has read.

The feeling all is not right, but

one might gain some insight

from seeking questions in the form of answers.

His travels took him hither and yon.

Prom Indiana he was soon very gone.

He went on to Toledo, he thought it was neat-o. 

And from there to William and Mary 

his philosophical class he carried 

thinking always of educational Ideals.

It occurred to him as he rambled on, 

that he’d heard much of this place called St. 
Johnis.

And though from far away, he came here to Santa 

Fe,

where a fair freshman seminar awaited him.

In addition, he teaches math class and lab, 

which he finds both totally fab.

And he swears up and down, 

from his toe to his crown, 

he’ll be on time the next day for math!

He paused near the end of his tale, 

to us his favorite Joke to regale:

“Descarte took his girl out to dine.

The waiter, he offered her wine.

She said, I think not, 

and disappeared on the spot.

And that was the end of all that."

He sat down once again in his chair, 

with his glasses perched still on his nose.

His story had come to an end, 

and hence the re-beglnnlng of prose.
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The Study op Point-Couhterpoint 
IN Dialogue Form 

They’re Sick, Sick Fux

“Farewell, Profit, and Be Indulgent."
-J. J. Fux, Grad us  Ao Par ra ss um

Garcia: So Rosie, did you go that so-called wel-
coming party on Friday the 13th?

Rosenberg: It made me feel well cum.
6: Rosie! my virgin sensibilities! Don’t say 

such offensive things! Don’t you know donors 
read this paper? Don’t you know that this 
paper is in the public domain?

R: Oh, you haven’t been a virgin since you were 
15. Everyone is in your public domain.

6: [Looks shocked. Dismisses his statement as a 
Gus-llke attempt at humor.] Really, now,
Rosie. I want your serious and candid opinion 
about this party.

R: It was super cool. It was so cool, in fact, 
that no one got naked. But I did hear that 
some people in the senior common room...

G: [Cutting off Rosenberg] Please, no names! We 
don’t want a lawsuit. We avoided all overt 
sexual contact at the party, and there’s no 
need to ask for trouble after the fact.

R: At least the freshmen wore white. Not that 
it matters, really. They’re as virgin pure as 
you are.

G: [Sighs.] Rosie, as fun critics, we are here 
to critique the fun of this aforementioned 
social collective, not to critique me. So let 
us now discuss the specific characteristics of 
the fun we may or may not have had.

R: Hey Cathy, remember high school? That’s what 
kind of fun I had. I felt like I was in a 
room full of l8-year olds.

G: Rosie, you were. But remarkably, none of them 
were doing the things they should be doing in 
accordance with their ([luaia.

R: There were Tiuau; there? I thought the guests 
weren’t allowed to expose themselves!

G: [!!!] Rosenberg!! with a phi, not a pi! 
Ouaia!! Otimo!! nature, nature!! Think 
Aristotle, not Aristophanes!

R: Personally, I was always more offended by 
Aristophanes than any party at our saintly 
College. I mean, Lyslstrata has more Ttuaia 
than our well-cuming parties have ever had.

G: Ok, back to the party. We keep digressing.
R: Why bother staying on topic? Je m’ennuyal.

Did you have a god time, at least?

G: I thought it was fun, like “ice cream 
social" fun, not “I’m 21 and want to get my 
groove on" fun.

R: Weren’t you groovin’ to the mlxln’ skills of 
DJ Luke and DJ Consumption?

G: Yeah, they were phat, dawg. Whoda thunk that 
the two whitest boys on campus could lay down 
such a beat? It’s too bad, though, that the 
music was more scandalous than the guests. No 
amount of Marvin Gaye was going to make them 
folk cure their troubles with some sexual 
healing.

R: It was really upsetting to me how not-hot 
everyone looked. Except of course the senior 
residents. Damn, they’re fine!

G; Before you fall in love with them, maybe you 
should get to know them better first. Ask one 
of them to advise your senior paper. I hear 
it’s a great way to find a wife.

R: Enough talk of people who came to the party, 
but not to party. They’re square, and a real 
downer, man.

G: There weren’t any downers at the party. Just 
uppers. And lowers, suites and the apartments.

R: Jesus, I’m sober Ned.
G: What?
R: I’m so sober Ned that I was thinking of 

candy, and it reminded of the candy corner / 
energy drink + Juice bar at the party. Got a 
glass of water? Do you have any cookies?

G: Please, help yourself. Yeah, it was so sweet 
that they provided us with all those sugary, 
yummy goodies. Where the hell was the alco-
hol?

R: I heard security confiscated it, then drank 
it. Thank God they hired them! The adminis-
tration is so on top of everything, even each 
other.

G: I must say, Rosenberg, that despite out 
Bacchlnallan needs for sex, drugs, and rock-n- 
roll, we were, like responsible suppressed 
adults, able to overcome our urges. Just to 
prove we were capable of it.

R: Oh, no Cathy! Does this mean that my mom is 
going to rip off my head, erect it on a 
stick, and carry it madly down Atalaya?

G: Of course, Rosenberg. Don’t you remember 
Pentheus?

R: I need to go finish my homework and call my 
mom. But I’ll see you again, mon amle.

G: Yes, remember we’re going to the Trinity Site 
in early October. And what can be more fun 
than dangerously high levels of radioactivity?
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Spoon
Kill the Moonlight 
Merge Records 
www.spoontheband.com 
www.mergerecords.com

Dont Let It Get Yoo Do»n

My friend Justin went to a New Year’s party 
one time, everybody’s having fun, everyone’s 
dressed In black, everyone’s throwln’ smoke 
bombs and fireworks In the street, Inside city 
limits, baby, we send forth fire and smoke from 
our mouths and our hearts, middle of street, 
we’re moving we’re laughing, we go out In 
stormy weather, we rarely practice discern, we 
make love to some weird sin, we seek out the 
taciturn we’re dancing and this girl, this 
friend, sends herself Into the smoke laughing 
like stars failin’ and she gets hit by a car.

Os Mutantes on the radio, I’m giggling with 
ay friends as South Aaerlcan psychedelic plays 
on the radio, sounds around, and pot saoke Mov-
ing through the air like fire from our aouths. 
It’s Chrlstaas and we’re setting ourselves 
straight for the New Year, going to see lights 
that set eyes on fire, big, old houses that 
bend and creak under the weight of lights In 
pill bottles, Jalapenos, plastic superheroes, 
and theres a house with a volcano of lights, 
red that saokes every five alnutes or so, white 
lights on the ground covered by leaves with a 
sheet on top, so we’ve got depth, we’ve got 
desire, we put faith In our concerns, fall In 
love to down on the street, we believe In the 
SUM of ourselves.

Same New Years and I’m sneaking Into a bar 
with my beard as my I.D. plopping down like I 
know something, drinking pints and staring at 
the bartender making drinks, silly 19 year old 
thinking stars I want a settled life I want to 
be calm and polite someone something I’ll get 
this right when I get there now someone some-
thing and all of a sudden I’m outside stumbling 
with my friend Katie and her sister and man 
about town Eddie who smokes esoteric cigarettes 
that I’m picking up on, making mental notes, 
but right now I’m walking with his girl, 
singing Pop Muslcstereo video, party with a 
suitcase, talk about pop auslc pop pop auslc 
we’re at the top of lungs we’re shouting fire 
from our mouths we’re at the moment of Intrigue 
we could go kick down some doors together stay

out till morning sharp as knives...! will be 
there with you when you turn out the lights.

Two months ago. I’m working at a pool, 
staying at home, and taking busses back from 
work to record stores and coffee shops. I’ve 
got descriptions of this elsewhere, but now I’m 
alone, working on reading, working on finding 
that one piece of music that sends my eyes 
upwards, working on courage that I don’t need, 
working on moving from thought In my ears to 
notes on pages, skin on hands, words on mouths. 
I gotta get back home to Santa Fe now, gotta 
move away from this noise, this nonsense, and 
work with my brethren. I’m sick of this shop-
ping, I’m sick of this drinking, I’m sick of 
this lonely time looking. And I get here, and 
Spoons’ Kill the Moonlight Is waiting for me at 
what counts for a record store In this town, 
and I’ve found what’s been missing.

My home town boys have made a record that 
takes the Pixies Influence and supersaturated 
wall of sound out of the records of theirs that 
have come before. Instead, Britt Daniel and 
Jim Eno stick to what they know, writing simple 
pop songs about being at home thinking, being 
at a party thinking, being In the back of a car 
thinking, and walking with a girl thinking.
The production Is much less overwhelming than 
It has been on earlier albums, which featured 
20 plus noises coming from random places In 
each ear. Instead, there are usually less than 
eight or so main tracks In each song, and a 
much more mature utilization of quiet space Is 
used.

The songs are still frustrated post “I’m In 
a punk band and angry at the world.” Daniel 
strikes me as a man who went through some revo-
lutionary tendencies only to find him and his 
friends stuck In love, apathy and denial. But 
Daniels’ strained vocals keeps the apathy from 
overpowering the songs, he Is not stuck In 
small stakes [that] give you blues. Instead, 
he progresses In each song, so that while he 
asserts the former to begin the album with 
Saall Stakes, his voice fractures along with 
Eno’s drums to create frustration In his posi-
tion, to end the song with small stakes bring 
you where youre caught In rut/ you feel so 
uptight you just want to throw It all up/ and 
small stakes leave you with the minimum blues/ 
cant think big/ cant think past one or two so 
c’aon. Sure, It’s a little trite without 
music, but for a kid without progression lt=>
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7 roQsons to be ongri^ • onr>K wiliioms

A member of my core group, who will remain 
unmentloned, recently decided that my roommate 
and I form a unit of hate, an electron of hate. 
If you will. We are, he says, the building 
block of hate, of which all other hate Is 
formed. As such, I thought I would begin this 
year with a healthy dose of well-directed anger.

1. Bow Wow Records Closed. Many of you 
dont know of Bow Wow Records, but It the single 
best record store In Albuquerque. It Is listed 
In Ripleys Belleve-It-Or-Not as the only record 
store In the nation to be painted like a 
Dalmatian. I fell In love there when I was 17, 
and It had the best selection of used CDs and 
vinyl In the Southwest. And to anyone who has 
purchased an album from Borders, Hastings or 
(for shame!) Best Buy recently, you have con-
tributed to Bow Wows demise. Wherever you may 
be from, there Is an Independent record or 
bookstore that Is suffering because of you.

2. Bill Richardson Is still the favorite for 
New Mexico’s next governor. As Secretary of 
the Department of Energy, Richardson helped to 
open the Waste Isolation Pilot Plant, the 
nations first high-level nuclear waste reposito-
ry, In the southern part of the state, because 
of which there were two traffic accidents 
Involving nuclear waste this summer.

<= means a lot out of context.
This moves forward Into one of the more 

upbeat songs on the album and what, I under-
stand from the sticker on the front of the cd, 
to be the lead single. The Way We Get By.
Here, rather than wallowing In apathy and small 
stakes, Daniel celebrates his friends’ victo-
ries; we found a new kind of dance In a maga-
zine/ tried It out Its like nothing you ever 
seen/ you sweet talk like a cop and you know 
It/ you bought a new bag of pot, said let’s 
make a new start. Spoken over a Jumpy piano 
line that rollicks forwarding good old Brltpop 
style, Daniels’ spits hope In our follies, we 
get high In back seats of cars/ we break Into 
mobile homes/ we got to sleep to shake appeal/ 
never wake up on our own.

The rest of the album moves at a similar 
pace, a song Illustrating frustration and 
desire followed by a celebration of said frus-

3. Top 40 Radio Still Sucks. The theft of 
our civil liberties due to the war on terrorism 
and the completely Irrational war on Iraq Is 
still not enough to stop the tripe issuing from 
the recording Industry. Vietnam produced clas-
sic dissent anthems like For What Its Worth and 
The Times They are A-Changln. Even the Gulf 
War gave us grunge. Where are our visionar-
ies!?

4. Thanks to the war on terrorism, the fed-
eral government can now request Information as 
personal as credit card numbers from your 
Internet Service Provider. We have so few 
civil liberties to begin with, and they’re 
diminishing dally.

5. Microsoft will hire 800 college graduates 
and 1,000 Interna this year. In other words, 
the corporate beast will sink It’s claws Into 
more than four times the entire student popula-
tion of St. Johns College.

6. Salmon In the Columbia River have begun 
their yearly upstream swim while seven nuclear 
reactors at the Hanford Nuclear Reservation 
slowly leak radiation Into the water supply. 
Klnda makes you want fish tonight, doesnt It?

7. Welgle Hall, Buildings and Grounds, and 
the faculty still do not Interact. The ugly 
face of class structure Is present even here.„

tration and desire, that at points moves Into a 
Joy of future action. The shortest song on the 
album. You Gotta Feel It, tells of such excite-
ment speaking over a straightaway thudding bass 
and guitar: You gotta feel It or I suspect/ 
you’ll wind up where you don’t want to get/
It’s a long way home when you’re trying to find 
your way/ with a bag full of books/ the notes 
that you took/ a compass and stick/ and the 
sevenths and sixths/ It’s a it’s a (sic) yes 
sir.

My friend Austin and I are bored man, sick 
bored of reading, of looking at movies, of 
watching the detectives, we gotta drive, find 
Cathy, gotta drive, go to a store, buy wine, 
champagne, fruit, sugar, gotta make Sangria, 
gonna sit, gonna spit fire from our mouths, 
smoking see, listen to The Girl from Impanlma, 
gonna play backgammon, gonna talk, gonna laugh, 
we got to, we got to.

■11-



Qdvio0: suzl0 hom0mQk0f • orin honlon

Dear Readers,
A delightful summer away from home inspired 

this column. As I dusted off my culinary 
skills, my roommate, scornful of the plainness 
of my rosemary chicken and rice pllaf introduced 
me to the delights of college cooking. I was so 
entranced I felt I must share my newfound knowl-
edge with all of you, and thus this column was 
born. Bon Appetite!

Dear Suzle Stuart,
I am really enjoying all the parties in 

Uppers, but I often find myself hungry after-
wards and all the food places in Santa Fe are 
closed! What can I do?

Hungry In Huffman
Dear Hungry In Huffman,
I believe a good loaf of beer bread might 

satisfy your hunger and it Is quiet simple to 
make.

Beer Bread
In a large bowl combine:

• 8-12 02 of beer (the more beer the stronger 
the flavor)

■ 1 Tablespoon of sugar
• 3 cups of self-rising flour

Mix well and pour Into loaf pan. Bake at 
375° for 45mln-l hour, or until brown.

• • •

Dear Suzle Stuart,
Shortly after my arrival in Santa Pe, I 

bought a large case of Top Ramen. I am more 
than half way through the case now, and am wish-
ing I could spice it up some. What do you sug-
gest?

Zechy Zorro
Dear Mr. Zorro,
You are in luck! I have two easy to fix

recipes that can help you enliven your noodle 
diet.

Egg Drop Ramen Soup
■ 1 package ramen noodles
■ 1 raw egg
Boll the water for the soup. Then crack the 

egg and drop the contents in the water. If you 
want to have a poached yolk in your soup leave 
the egg alone, if not, wlsk the egg with a fork 
as you drop it in the water. Add noodles and 
seasoning as per package directions.

Plumber’s Pasta
Dressing;
• 1/it cup canola oil + 3/i( cup balsamic 

vinegar (1 cup) Italian salad dressing can be 
substituted)

• 2 Tbs. sugar
• 1/3 cup soy sauce
• 3 Ramen seasoning packets or 1 Tbs. gin-

ger, 1 Tbs. granulated garlic, 1 Tbs. Chinese 5 
spice

Salad:
• 1 green bell pepper, diced
• 1/2 medium red onion, diced
• 1/3 cup almond slivers
• 1/2 cup red cabbage, diced
Break up three packages of raw Ramen noo-

dles, add vegetables and toss with dressing.
Put in bowl, cover with plastic wrap and let 
marinate overnight. Toss before serving.

Tip Of the week:
To maintain the life of your water boiler 

Invest in Instant food that you add water to, 
not that you cook in the pot. Oatmeal ruins the 
finish of most boilers and flavored ramen will 
permeate the plastic, leaving your water with a 
slight flavor for several uses afterwards.

Poetry-Writing Workshop Series
Six Tuesdays, Sept 17-Oct 22, from 4:15-5:45 

in the Senior Common Room.
Write strong poetry for The Moon and/or the annual April Poetry Slam or for yourself. 

Using poems studied in the curriculum as springboards, you’ll employ contemporary 
techniques to write about anger, being in love, family members, social wrongs, and what 
you hope to become. Led by Michael Scofield, M.F.A. in writing and published poet. 

Tues 17 Sept 4:15 meeting a must. Bring notepad.
Questions? Call Mr. Scofield at 982-4224.
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In a world of Increasing uncertainty, on a 
campus where the very Idea of certainty Is 
regarded with suspicion, Answers Is a place 
where you can find solace In truth: an oasis of 
comfort and clarity In a desert of doubt.

Dear Answers,
Are paradoxes good for us? Are they healthy 

or should they be avoided?
Puzzled In Polyhymnia

Dear Puzzled,
Though you may not know It, you have thou-

sands of paradoxes living In you right now.
Many are actually helpful and play an indispen-
sable role in your every day life, making It 
possible for you to digest difficult concepts 
like Infinity that might otherwise make you 
sick. Of course, there are dangerous paradoxes 
too and certain precautions should be taken to 
avoid catching them. In general, a state of 
almost catatonic apathy is the best defense 
against infection. But short of that, my 
advice is to avoid damp or undercooked texts 
and always wear shoes in the library!

Dear Answers,
I’m a freshman, a vegan, and an absolute cat 

nut. As you might Imagine, the prospect of 
chopping up a dead kitty in lab has me quite 
upset, what should I do?

Yarn Ball of Worry
Dear Ball,
You are not the first to feel this way.

Many others before you have bravely flouted this 
annual ritual of gore and formalin, some suc-
cessfully. That said, I strongly encourage you 
to reconsider. The experience of dissection can 
be Intensely rewarding and your reaction may 
surprise you. A vegetarian friend of mine 
braved the dissection and Instantly developed an 
overwhelming desire for meat. However, since I

hardly consider her’s a typical reaction, and as 
it is up to you choose what system to dissect,
I suggest you examine the poor beasts soul.
Now, I understand that this chloce poses several 
practical and philosophical difficulties. Many 
philosophers argue that animals do not even have 
souls, but since you haven’t read most of them 
yet, I wouldn’t worry about it. If you love 
kittles as much as you say you do, I doubt any 
book, no matter how great, is going to convince 
you that the little darlings are soulless 
automatons. After all, what do they know; 
they’re just philosophers. This is science'. 
Which brings me to the practical problem of 
physically Isolating and examining the soul of 
our wee furball. The little known French 
chemist Thomas Fernando Aquinas, a contemporary 
of Levolser, developed a method for isolating 
and weighing souls derived from Joseph 
Priestly’s phlogiston experiments. By burning a 
live cat under a bell jar and measuring the 
volume of gas produced, Aquinas was able to 
calculate precise values for soul-weight. 
Tragically, druids burned the young scientist at 
the stake and most of his best work was lost.
My advice to you is to recreate Aquinas’s 
experiment yourself. By doing so you will 
avoid having to cut up a dead cat and, if you 
succeed, you will be well prepared to face down 
the likes of Descartes with cold hard data.
Good luck!

Dear Readers,
Starting next issue Answers will be called 

by its new title Responses. In addition, quo-
tation marks will bracket the entire column.
We hope that these changes will help to mini-
mize suffering caused by the misunderstanding or 
misuse of this column. God bless and keep ask-
ing!

Birth Announcement
Lauren Young and Mark Yannarella 

are the proud'parents of
Sophia Jane Yannarella

born August 9, 2002 
at 2.45 pm 

7 lbs., 8.6 oz.
21”
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Although not well attended, the gathering of 
musicians that marked the anniversary of what 
will, in all likelihood, be remembered as the 
first major historical occurrence of the twenty- 
first century was well worth taking an hour of 
study time to go and view.

Peter Peslc, our own Muslclan-In-Resldence 
and three other gifted artists conveyed what it 
is to be an American and a patriot without the 
usual SUV driving, oil crazed, self-important 
bravado that usually accompanies the word. The 
event sent a clear message; we live in a good 
place. And unlike so many other tributes, it 
didn’t imply that because America is a good 
place that other places are necessarily bad.

A wide range of emotions were conveyed by 
the selections. Howard Hanson’s “Serenade for 
Piute and Piano, Op. 35,” was composed as a 
wedding gift for his wife, according to Carol 
Redman, the flutist who performed the duet with 
Mr. Peslc. The flute, singing out with alarm-
ingly speedy notes, teeming with exuberance, 
climbed to ecstatic high peaks'that conveyed a

joy only felt by a person who is in love.
Hanson’s Serenade found the most direct 

contrast in Aaron Copland’s “Sonata for Violin 
and Plano (19*13).” Kay Newman, the violinist 
introduced the piece by pointing out that the 
fact that it was written in 1943 was very sig-
nificant. ‘Aaron Copland was living in 
California in 1943. Many other Americans were 
overseas in 1943,” said Ms. Newman. The piece 
was written in memory of a friend that Copland 
lost during the Second World War. The violence 
of the conflict was evident in the passionate 
movements of the bow. In the music, you could 
hear the grief, the rage, the loss that Copland 
must have experienced. At least one member of 
the audience was reduced to tears by the end of 
the song. Yet in its despair, the music was 
beautiful, and strangely hopeful, and very fit-
ting for a fallen friend.

The concert opened and finished with two 
solo piano performances by Mr. Peslc, from two 
of the most famous and easily recognizable names 
in American music; “Solace; A Mexican Serenade=>

OBITUARY: Gregory H. Hemingway, A’53

Hemingway died October 1, 2001 in Key 
Biscayne, FL at the age of 69. He died of a 
heart attack at the Miami-Dade Jailhouse in 
Key Biscayne, Florida after being arrested on 
charges of indecent exposure and resisting 
arrest without violence. He had been 
arrested five days earlier after being found 
by police walking naked down the street car-
rying only a woman’s dress and a pair of high 
heels. A routine physical exam revealed 
that he had a surgical sex change making 
him legally and physically a woman.

Hemingway was born on November 12, 
1931 in Kansas City, MO to Pauline Pfeiffer 
and author Ernest Hemingway. The family 
moved between Key West, FL and Piggott,
AR for several years. The family also had a 
ranch in Wyoming. He began wearing his 
mother’s clothing at the age of 14 years and 
shortly thereafter was spurned by his father. 
Hemingway began his education at St. John’s 
College, Annapolis, MD in 1949. He was a 
self-confirmed plagiarist who began studying 
the works of L. Ron Hubbard his freshman 
year. He took a year off in 1951 to move to

Los Angeles, but graduated in 1953. He 
enrolled in the pre-med program at 
University of Miami in 1957 and was accept-
ed to the University of Miami School of 
Medicine in 1960. He became a doctor in 
Montana but his license to practice was sus-
pended in 1986 because of mental condi-
tions.

Hemingway was preceded in death by his 
grandfathers, Clarence Hemingway and 
James Richardson, his father Ernest 
Hemingway and his uncle Leicester 
Hemingway, who all committed suicide. He 
was also preceded by his aunt, Ursula Jepson 
and niece Margaux Hemingway, who died of 
drug overdoses. He is survived by his fourth 
wife, Ida, and his children.

Sources:
St. John’s Alumni Register 
Rollins Stone Magazine 
The Kansas City Star 
The Hemingway-Pfeiffer Museum and 

Educational Center
-Becky Dwyer and Amy Williams
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Zozobra combines Santa Fe’s two favorite 
pastimes: drunkenness and paganism. Once every 
year, scheduled specifically to collide with the 
third Seminar of the semester, the city of 
Santa Fe holds their annual Zozobra burning, 
where their citizens unite to worship and then 
murder a humongous heathen effigy. This Is 
followed for the rest of Fiesta weekend by tons 
of Catholic observances and rituals. An Inte-
gral part of this tradition Is for a signifi-
cant number of Johnnies to skip Seminar In 
favor of partaking In the Zozobralcal festlv 
Itles. Sadly most of the college still 
feels the need to go to Seminar, unaware 
of the significant historical background 
of Fiesta. This article exists to 
explain the history of Fiesta and 
encourage all Johnnies attend 
Zozobra next year.

Warning: “Historical”
Part of the Article.
Fiesta has Its origins In Don Diego de 
Vargas, AKA Marquez de la Neva Brazlnas,
In 1712 re-conquered the New Mexican . • 
territory from the Native 
Americans. De Vargas would later 
be honored by having a mall named 
after himself. Along with this 
honor was the creation of Fiesta, 
thus giving the Native Americans a 
chance to celebrate the fact that de Vargas has 
defeated them.

Fiesta, with her patron Holy Cross and de 
Vargas parade, had a primarily religious signif-
icance along with a traditional Spanish and 
Mexican party atmosphere. Then, as now, these 
events take place In the Villa where New 
Mexican delicacies like corn, green chile, giant 
novelty burrltos, turkey legs, and Indian - er. 
Native American - flatbread are served. The 
overall meaning of this aspect of Fiesta has 
largely been forgotten now, as I couldn’t find

anything else about It online.
All that changed In 1921) when Santa Fe 

artist Will Shuster created the Zozobra, also 
known as Old Man Gloom, who represents all the 
gloom and hardships of the past year, thus mak-
ing It fun to set him on fire. Some have said 
that Old Man Gloom looks like a priest, others 
that he looks like a caricatured vaudeville 
Negro, and others that he looks like a 50 foot 
tall paper thlngy. Twenty-four years marks the 

first time Zozobra was slaughtered by an 
angry mob, with the mayor of New Mexico or 
whatever doing the honors. Zozobra has 

grown since then, as during the first 
burning he was about one foot tall and 

could be smoked.
Some time In the 1950s or so 
Shuster sold the rights of 

Zozobra to the Klwanls Club 
because [Attention: unhlstor- 

Ical satiric assumption] they are a wicked 
ffsecret society that worships Satan. 

The Klwanls Club therefore has the 
right to sue anyone who writes goony 
^newspaper articles about Zozobra. 

They organize the beast’s sacrifice 
'every year to this day, where 
’Zozobra continues to be killed In 
that park kind of to the north of 

the Plaza. Zozobra hates this: He always 
growls and walls mornfully while flailing his 
helpless arms, desperately trying to prevent his 
own death. The ceremonies now Include bands, 
fireworks, demon Imitations and gang shootings. 
Also according to rumor, this year the corpse 
of Osama bln Laden was Incinerated within the 
bowels of the great paper mache ogre. This 
would put Osama on the Illustrious list of 
Zozobra-cremated people. Including Saddam 
Hussein, Princess Diana and Richard Nixon.

Clearly the sense that you, the reader. Is 
supposed to get from all this Is, “Damn! Why=>

<=(1909),” by Scott Joplin, and “Prelude II 
(1927),” by George Gershwin. Thomas O’Conner 
played two duets with Mr. Peslc using two dif-
ferent Instruments, Including “Pastoral for 
English Horn and Plano (19')5),” by Elliott 
Carter, and “Canzone (1962) for Oboe and Plano,” 
by Samuel Barber. Ms. Redman also played a 
solo, “Sonata for Flute Alone (19^3),” by Virgil 
Thomson. This concert was a most fitting tribute

to the victims and heroes who dealt with the 
most formidable assault our country has seen In 
over half a century. Emotions that all human 
beings feel were carefully pulled out of the 
math that Is music, reconciling the practical 
with the passionate. The mechanisms the artists 
worked with were so carefully practiced and 
tuned so carefully as to convey the human con-
dition, without saying a word.

• 15--



townie / student relotions ♦ morgofet gorr/

What the polks who fix your car 
THINK ABOUT YOU.

I’ll admit it, this was going to be a much 
more straightforward article. I was going to 
go around and ask people In random places, like 
the Plaza and the mall, what they thought about 
the seasonal residents who, although human, 
seemed somehow alien to a lot of Santa Fe. We 
all know the stories, “So-and so’s friend from 
high school lives In Santa Pe now and she heard 
we’re all pretentious snobs/amphetamine 
addicts/part of a secret society bent on world 
domination." It’s just genuinely strange the 
things that you hear that some of the locals 
say. So I decided to go on a mission to see 
what local Santa Feans think of Johnnies.

The preparation for this article started off 
well. A cashier at one of the grocery stores 
on Cerrlllos Road (who either has ESP or 
noticed I was wearing a St. John’s College 
Sweatshirt) asked me where I was going to 
school (then again maybe It was a group of 
about five people in their late teens buying 
nothing but Instant pasta, Coca-Cola and generic 
Spaghettlos that tipped her off).

“I’m at St. John’s," I answered.
“That’s great. It seems like It would be a 

lot of fun to go there. I’m saving to go to 
school. I may be able to afford to go next 
year," she said enthuslcastlcally.

“Where do you want to go?”
“I’m not sure, but I want to be an art 

teacher.”
“Cool. Good Luck. How do I use this debit 

card machine again?"

I’d planned to hit the Plaza the following 
weekend and ask random people on the street 
what they thought about the college, but my 
plans to do anything that weekend were foiled 
by a most most unfortunate occurrence. My 
stereo, which had served me so faithfully since 
I first got my driver’s license, decided to 
leave me, and was apparently stupid enough not 
to notice the back left door had accidentally 
been left unlocked before It broke the front 
passenger window In a desperate attempt to 
escape. I’m not sure what a cheap old stereo 
thought It would find out In the wide world, 
but may the new owner not own It for over a 
week before It breaks Irreparably.

Because of the time and expense Involved in 
getting my car repaired (namely that I’d be 
trying to get it fixed all weekend and It would 
cost so much I wouldn’t be able to afford to 
park on the Plaza until my parents sent me some 
emergency money), I decided the best way for me 
to get this story to make any sense would be to 
talk to the folks who were going to spend time 
with my car.

This approach might be easier than going to 
the Plaza anyway. I had a captive audience (I 
was giving them exorbitantly large sums of 
money, wasn’t I?), and time to Interrogate peo-
ple that I would otherwise spend rotting away 
In a waiting room somewhere anyway. And, most 
Importantly, I’d know that people employed by 
local businesses really were townies, and not 
tourists from somewhere half way across the 
country who’d never heard of the college until 
they read about It in their visitor’s guides.=>

<= didn’t I go already?! I want to see this 
Zozobra fellow burned to the ground!” If you 
do not think this, you are stupid and a fool. 
Therefore I encourage you to go next year and 
climb the fence so the Klwanls do not get your 
money. Otherwise Zozobra will eat you while 
you sleep In your bed. I would devise a better 
argument and some actual structure for this 
article, but I am a Johnny so instead I will 
Just end It with a list:

TOP TEN REASONS YOU SHOULD SKIP SEMINAR FOR 
ZOZOBRA

1. Zozobra makes you cultured.
2. Gives you a chance to debauch with non- 

Johnnies .

3. It’s fun to get herded Into a park with 
thousands of other smelly people.

A. The closest thing Annapolis has to this 
is...well, nothing.

5. Fire Is cool.
6. Tell your friends and family you went. 

They will respect you forever.
7. How often do you get to see Santa Fean 

artwork burned?
8. Shootings!
9. You didn’t really want to talk about 

Descartes anyway.
10. It’s a giant burning pagan Idol for 

fuck’s sake!
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<= So I headed out to a glass place, where they 
seemed a little bit disturbed when Monty 
Python’s “Always Look on the Bright Side of 
Life,” came on the radio and I told them that 
the song had helped Inspire my Seminar Paper 
the semester before, but finally settled Into 
business as usual when I quieted down and sat 
on the couch In the corner and read about 
Ptolemy. Perhaps they didn’t notice the cover. 
If I weren’t a Johnny, I’d be worried about the 
sanity of someone who sits In a waiting room 
and ponders astronomical treatises that have 
long since been disproved.

A golden opportunity to speak to some real 
life townies came I was Informed that my car 
wouldn’t be ready until later In the afternoon, 
and a courtesy van (actually a 1970’s era 
Blazer with more metal In one seat belt buckle 
than there Is In my entire car) would be driv-
ing me back to school. The driver, a guy about 
ten years older than me, a point I learned from 
his conversation with another passenger who 
coincidentally happened to be an alumnus of the 
same high school, actually had some pretty good 
questions about the school.

“I hear It’s a really good place,” he said. 
“I hear It’s really hard to get accepted.”

“Well, It does take a certain temperament to 
really enjoy It,” I replied, “but If you like 
to read. It’s a lot of fun, and most people who 
really want to go can get accepted.”

“So do you guys like to party?”
“A lot of people do, there are parties most 

weekends, but not everyone goes. I usually 
hide In the dorm and watch old movies with a 
smaller group of friends.”

“I never liked to party either. A couple 
of years ago some friends and I drove by the 
campus to see what It was like, and we couldn’t 
get In. They had It barricaded off. Are you 
guys really strict about who comes on and off 
campus?”

“Was It in May?”
“I think so. It was in the Spring.”
At this point I had to make an educated 

guess. I was pretty sure he was talking about 
Reality, because that was the only time I’d 
ever seen anyone checking cars driving onto cam-
pus .

“It was probably Reality.”
I explained Reality to the best of my abili-

ty. Surprisingly, the driver did not look at 
me like I had only recently escaped from a men-

tal Institution. Progress.
Prom there, it was off to the stereo place, 

notably Best Buy. I decided not to ask the the 
Best Buy employees about St. John’s since, being 
Best Buy employees, they magically appeared 
about once every 20 minutes, talked to someone 
who wanted something nicer than a $100 stereo 
for about 20 seconds and vanished again, and 
although It was Important to get material for 
the story, the priority at the time was the 
stereo.

The only speech I could get from the guy 
who finally helped me that didn’t involve trying 
to upgrade to a top of the line model was a 
dumbfounded remark, “You look bored,” after I 
stood by their magic computer that tells them 
If they have the things on the shelves In stock 
for about fifteen minutes waiting for an appear-
ance. Even then, he talked to a couple of guys 
who wanted speakers In their car and vanished 
almost before he could say, “No, you want the 
more expensive model,” to either of us.

Not only was I not going to ask them about 
St. John’s (which I’m sure they will tell me is 
covered by the Performance Plan, along with the 
drunken revelry protection, hall damage and the 
likely event that one might drive Into the 
Grand Canyon and break his or her radio, for 
only $50 bucks extra If they get a chance), I 
wasn’t going to ask them to sell me a stereo 
either.

So I started driving back to school In the 
rain with no music, and passed, by chance, a 
local car audio retailer. The guy there 
noticed my Texas license plates and asked what 
brought me to Santa Fe. I explained that I was 
going to St. John’s.

“Oh. That’s the place where they all read 
Aristotle,” he said.

“Well, some of the time,” I replied.
“Still, it’s supposed to be a good school. 

You know the Koss stereo is really nice.”
“Thanks. I really like going there. The 

stereo looks like a bargain compared to what I 
saw earlier today.”

So my car was whisked away, and twenty min-
utes and a sizable amount of money later, I had 
music, and a basis to write that story about 
what townies think of Johnnies, their friendly 
neighborhood foreign college students who appar-
ently do some really strange things, but are 
actually considered a strange, seasonal part of 
the community.
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HELLS SILENCE One.

I wanna go raise the roof In hell, make the Vacant mind

maker stomp on the floor of Heaven left
to find

I wanna throw a rockln party loud enough and

wild enough that Lucifer backs out the back door
Something to believe
In

looking for a place to hole up until we calm down to
and leave his house alone. die for

to

I wanna dance with the devils girlfriend while live for

hes not around
for what

And maybe If I got her drunk enough I could for everynothing that exists
part her like the red sea and get her to scream so

loud all the popes and saints upstairs would hear
that is created

It and get those wet, sticky thoughts in their for me

heads and come downstairs to Join the party.
to find.

When I go to hell, Im not gonna meekly go

through the punishment and torture the good guys

tell you awaits us. Two.

No, Im gonna trade the souls of eight The brain-washed Zombie Consciousness;

preschoolers Ive kept sitting In a Jar in my closet and Us, conscious.

for the opportunity to Immerse myself up to the

eyebrows In sin the whole time Im In hell. Just sin The knowledge of death
borders on the Insane

left and right and see how much more sinning I can

get through before eternity’s over
the heavens progress
the humans evolve

Cause I wanna make hell
and death falls only on the latter:

the humble servants only asking what they are told.

a fun place. The knowledge of death.
the fear of forgiveness,
a farewell toast
no expectations.
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|Hm sooioti/ schedule lecture schedule

Oct 5: Peb 1:
Footloose Honsters Inc
Happiness Honsters Ball
Oct 12: Peb 8:

(Parents Waltz) Roman Holiday
(Student Theatre) Scent of a Woman

Oct 19: Peb 15:
(Long Weekend) (Senior Essay Writing

Oct 26: Party)
Ronln Peb 22:

The Professional (Faschlng Ball)
Nov 2: Mar 1:

(Halloween Party) Tron
Nov 9: Metropolis

Le Pacte Des Loups Mar 8:
Nov 16: Student Theater

Royal Tenebaums Mar 15--30:
Zoolander Spring Break

Nov 23: Apr 5:
(Swing/Waltz Party?) Clueless

Nov: 30: Emma
(Thanksgiving Break) Apr 12:

Dec 7: (Lola’s)
(Student Theatre) Apr 19:

Dec 14: Othello
(Winter Ball) Titus

Dec 18: (Wednesday) Apr 26:
It’s a Wonderful Life Eddie Izzard; Dressed

Nightmare before to Kill
Christmas French Film Series:

Dee 19-Jan 17: Le Fabuleux Destln
Winter Break D’Amelle Poulaln

Jan 25: Les Fllles Ne Savent
The Whole Nine Yards Pas Nager

Any Given Sunday Eloge De L’Amour , 
Une Affaire De Gout

Prl Oct i| « 8 Great Hall
Wllllani Darkey

“Good Horning; Last Poems by Hark Van Doren"
Sun Oct 6 g 2 Library Placlta

Utah Theater Group 
Oedipus Rex

Pri Oct 11 t 8 Great Hall
John Cornell

“Philosophy and Resurrection; Spinoza’s 
Account of Christianity’'

Prl Oct 25 « 8 Great Hall 
George Russell, SJC Annapolis 

“Being and Shadow; Socrates’ Encounter with 
Heno”

Prl Nov 1 g 8 Great Hall
Hlchael Grenke, SJC Annapolis 

“Nletzche’s Transformation of Philosophy”
Prl Nov 8 g 8 Great Hall

Richard McCombs
“Plee the Idols! The Healing of the Han Born 

Blind (the Gospel of John)”
Prl Nov 15 g 8 Great Hall

Greg Bayer
“Coming to Know In Aristotle’s De Anlma”

Ved Nov 20 g 3 Ault Evers Room
Hlchael Golluber

“The Piety of the Poets In Plato’s Euthyphro”
Prl Nov 22 g 8 Great Hall

Borromeo String Quartet
Prl. Dec 6 g 8 Great Hall

George Algla
“Preformatlonlsm In Biology”

Prl Dec 13 g 8 Great Hall
Holiday Concert

From: Eckhart Forster 
To: Office of the Dean 
Re: Lecture on Goethe and Kant

Dear David,
Thank you very much indeed for your 

kind message. I am glad you were please 
with my talk. I greatly enjoyed my visit to 
St. John’s and I was very impressed with 
your students. They were wonderfully inter-
ested, articulate, and open-minded-much 
better, it seems, than Hopkins students.

am attatching my paper about 
Goethe and Hegel. Of course, I would come 
next year to talk about it, if you so wished. 
And please, in the mean time, send me your 
own paper about Goethe. I would love to 
read it.

It was great to meet you.

All best.
Eckart Forster,
John Hopkins University

______ I
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Polity meets every other Tuesday in the 
Private Dining-Room or the Senior Common Room at 
5;30PM. All meetings are open to every member 
of the student body. Voting rights are 
obtained by election or upon the attendance of 
three consecutive meetings. Topics generally 
covered Include:

• Requests for the funding of student clubs, 
study groups, or events.

• Concerns raised by members of the student 
body or the administration.

• The chartering of student clubs and organ-
izations .

Polity’s budget Is approximately $11,150 per 
semester and Is comprised of the $25 activity 
fee charged to every student. Reports of the 
disbursement of those funds are posted on the 
Polity Board In Peterson along with the minutes 
of each meeting.

Current Voting Members:
Will Welskopf-Chalrperson 
Robert Morrls-Vlce-Chalrperson, Constitution 

Committee, Town Hall Committee 
Dan Klelman-Treasurer
Brenna McMahon-Secretary, Board of Visitors and 

Governors Rep.
Doyle Esch-Senlor Rep.
Meg Elsenhower-Senior Rep.
Adam Robson-Junior Rep., Constitution Committee 
Susie Vlcek-Junlor Rep.
Caroline Cerf-Sophomore Rep., Town Hall 

Committee, Campus Planning Rep.
Christian Acemah-Freshman Rep.
Kory Goold -Title IX Rep., Constitution 

Committee
David Penn-Tltle IX Rep.
Erin Hanlon-Board of Visitors and Governors Rep. 
August Delmel-Rep. to GI Council

Polity invites you to attend 

the year’s first 

Townhall Meeting 
Wednesday, October 9 

4 pm in Senior Common room 
All members of the college community welcome

Thrifty Car Rental
is offering discounted rates for college community members.

If you call and state that you are from St. John’s College, you will receive 
a 10% discount off the already discounted rates found below.

Compact is $34.64 / day 
with unlimited mileage 
Weekly rate is $155.65

Intermediate is $36.65 / day 
with unlimited mileage 
Weekly rate is $175.65

Full size $42.65 / day 
with unlimited mileage 
Weekly rate is $195.65

Mini-van/SUV $69.65 / day 
with unlimited mileage 
Weekly rate is $295.65

Students have to be 21 years or older 
call (505) 474-3365 for more details
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